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PACIFIC RIM 


THE WORLD ASITIS_ [San Francisco] 


Her e€ 


my hand 
something 
working through me 


past me 


business of men of women 
of appointments with 


these times elements 
Plant place let it go 


aseed that is 
or toss it to the water 


Chained mailed ocean pewter-colored 
wind bruised light greened 


effervescent wave glitter 
here there 


Light day weather we say 
the world 


who then why and when 


circumstances 
often these have been seen 


often told 
the rain and the sun 


wind from the ocean 


white-gold light cracking open 


through banked winter clouds 
and the bridge 


weightless in new light 
delicate looking 


like a confection 
or something fired in a kiln 


ASTREET [Vancouver] 


And after the rain 
the air 
filled with green and light 
Ihave seen felt walked before 


but not breathed 
yellow flowers in puddles 


white petals 
and some small seeds or stones 


looking breathe live 

moment is knowing moment 

tree drip eyelid plink 

the hedge of trapped rain so fragrant 


the small yellow flowers so real 


I THINK OF THE CITY [LA] 


I think of the city 
in the day and in the night 


numbers motion 


stuttering light 
blinking blinking blinking 


like film frames 
through the concrete overpass 


numbers moving rhythm 


the lunar bareness 
of the deserted parking lot at dusk 


fluorescent saucers 
thirty feet off the ground 
buzzing softly 
a youth come out 
to gather shopping carts 
pushing them back 
leaning forward into them 
head down 


pale lemon light on the eggshell surface 
of some industrial chemical tank 
the metal stairs and rail 
graphing up around its curved side 
but casting no shadow 


CITY WALK [San Francisco] 


Sun over office building 
blue sky windows 


the seated window washer 
has his squeegee 


on a burning sun hole 
and a white cloud both at once 
Down here rows of gingko trees 


each a metal ring around its plot 
dry soil within 


clay pipe pale some fallen leaves 
arcade of bright yellow paper 
aquarium light 
torn through with sun 
the enclosing rocking movement of the shadows 
sitters with splotched face 


or dappled dress 
one or two eating lunch 


WASTING TIME [Seattle] 


Tree's shade 


afternoon 
near a parked car 


goldfish bowl of windshield 
holding upside down trees 


second story 
beauty shop dance studio 


pieces of cloud 


car mirrors car windows car roofs 
flow through 


side of a white moving van 
helmet of motorcycle rider 
female rider also 


with a thick swath of dyed copper hair 


all transparent full of light 
rise from the depth of the city 


then flow away 


leaving chalky splat of bird 
droppings 


a yellow leaf pear-amber spotted 


and a lime green leaf 
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PAUSE [Seattle] 


October leaves fluttering 
each a kind of barque 
small craft warnings 
typhoon perhaps 
and in the boathouse 
the moon so big 


white above amber stones 


strangely shallow bottom 


crisscrossed 
with string bags 
of yellow light 
moonlight 


close the doors father said 


or the moon 
will pull us out into the bay 


but the swallows barn swallows were there 


dipping down into the clear cold water 
and they got in the way 


That wasadream toward morning 
the room adjusting to light 
incrementally the subtle tide 

don’t bother to leave the bed 


just stay here a while 
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A MAP [Seoul] 


October sun tree-filled 


fiery angels 
drop blazing 
parchment leaflets 


Traffic keeps me to this side 


closer then 
and they’ ve vanished 


just surging straining tree roots 
in another instant all dead 

the trunk frozen 
like a pillar 


day so quiet around despite traffic 
lost already 


litter of dropped leaves 


each palm sized lying flat 
as though to become a new hand 


forsythia yellow 
darker regions here there 
are Bosc pear tan 


green routes 
leading into those 
mountain areas perhaps 
a crescent of amber freckles 
a string of towns 
forest preserves it might be 


fine grain of minute crosshatching 
a script no a weave 
the map not like ours 
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but some sort of garment too 


here travelers have marked 
rest stops 


spider web cracks and capillaries 
are canals for barges 
highways perhaps 
small rust-edged cigarette burns 
here and one there 
are worm holes through to the sun 
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LUNCH BREAK 


Sun fountain 
spraying up a maple tree 
three luminous ones in the park 


October the real fountains 
not yet turned off 


cold silver water 
like seltzer sprayed up 


wetting the walk way’s armpits 
a dark arch here 
another there 
stone path chalky and dry 


lunch bags scarves sunglasses 
then of all things 
a couple necking right there 


Walk around to give them privacy 
and across the lawn 


Then 
leaf shadows speaking 
as we walk into them 
bough shadows very long fingers 
feeling the cloth of the light 


spines of a fan spreading wide 
the tree’s light-sail to elsewhere 
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SPELL 


Buue autumn evening 
blue light 
smoky and cold 
scent 
of burning fields 
at the far edge of town 


Where am I 
way lost in a foreign city 


But there’s a street light moon 
heavy bright 


huge in the gapped rong tree 
that’s vacant looking like an empty hive 


places where the cold wind 
wore through v’s and ragged patches 


leaf tatters hang 
like stuffing come out 
aerial roots are like old wires 


thicker trees up ahead very black 


sidewalk in rust light 
is a Square and a square 
and a square 


of pralines 
or something delicate 


and now I see the moon 
and the street leads up toward it 


a lemon drop sucked by the dark 
tree face 
the wind is wreathing 
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MOVING 


Morning 


in the city 


cars trucks buses 
the subway corridors in space 


in time 
shapes cut out 


facets the city becoming diamond 
it glitters brightly in the light 


from the river the bridges one 
pumpkin colored at dawn one now 


celadon perhaps the light just so 
flooding 


water so filled with green 
and spreading rings of foam 
shielding my eyes 
I watch it from the window 
spattered with sandy grime 
bright yellow light 
beams and spotlight circles 
flood the bus window 
as we pass the edge of some building 
white pumice colored with a pink 


and magenta add painted onto it 
for something 
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LATE SPRNG RAIN [Taipei] 


Air steamy warm 
a drizzly mist hangs in the air 
aerosol air but fresh 


full of green and 
damp not wet with earthy scents 


surf spray air but not prickly 
and needle pointed 


gentle soft 
Mist hanging mist drizzle air 
soft gray at a distance just a bit 
Did I ever breathe before I wonder 
Did I ever see such green 
as the wet grass beside the river walk 
the river deep gray green cold 


and flowing fast 
and filled with amber and brown tints 
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LARGE FLOWERING BUSH 


Large round bush 
as tall as a man 
full of white flowers 


fragrant now 
a very deep and strong perfume 


the cool damp air 
carries it so well 


is full of rain water 
glistens 


catching 
light 
Sun just now come out 
through yellow bright tarnished clouds 
Hard spring rain 
brought down white petals all around it 


littered on the ground 
as though after a wedding 
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DINER 


Silent street except the all night diner 
(they actually have one) 
Aluminum cube 


Three placards of light 
clear slightly green 


like white Bacardi in the bottle 
motorcycles parked outside 


Walking up 
still raining a little 


Are we drunk? 
(Two Chinese sages 
outside the third sage’s house one night 

decide to sing to him... 
Where is the moon 
And the first step 
Up 
(They’d been drinking... 

Windows steamed a little 
Semi oval of condensation 


on the door’s 


Rumbly talking 
piece of a waitress flashing by 


Leather jacket coffee cup 
shoulder pony tail 
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(like all of these... 


Can’t hear the music much outside 
but now 
Hugely loud 


Bright yellow juke box 
(good people I guess 


Is this Taipei? 
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EVENING 


Y our third floor walk up 
an old house on an old side street 
its front porch 
overlooking a park with huge rong trees 


You made rice noodles and dofu 
in your tiny box-like kitchen 
your roommate was gone that night 


a bit too hot no air conditioning 


you brought 
sweet lemonade in coffee cups 


What did we talk about 
your uncle was a monk you said 
and you wanted to visit Australia one day 


you didn’t know what to do 
after your degree 


Sunset was tinting 
the tiles of your kitchen wall 


in the living room your bookcases 
were bathed in living light 
sparkling dust along one shelf 


a kind of listening there between us 
silent for a moment 


there was a question 
involving so many things too many 
and then 
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you started to talk about something else 
not abruptly 

not in the way I’m phrasing it now 
but just quite naturally 


on your porch sipping coffee afterward 
the trees at night were huge dark shapes 


the full moon 
bright and battered looking 
shining over them 
peach colored lanterns 
on the other side of the street 
a Stay dog sitting in the road 
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CITY OF LIGHT 


Brignt day 
reflected off a thousand surfaces 


car windows chrome 
aluminum awnings over shops 


parking meters traffic signs 
day is light and facets of light 


traffic is beads of sweat 
streaming down the city’s face 


it glistens along 
silver wires 


toward 
downtown 
a magnesium bright 
calcine pool that crinkles 
sparkling 


The city turns sunlight 
into steel and glass 
cool white tile 
and so much else 
even the river 


is brighter than the sky 


greener than the hills themselves 
filled with 
long white tracks of boats 


incisions quickly healed 
like jet contrails in the sky 
or Zippers undone 
but closing seamlessly 
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HUGE EVENING 


Hair molten sun 
below the edge of roof tops 


spill of bronze and mercurochrome in the river 


late evening’s 
dense planes of light 
space so deep now 


clouds yellow green 


radiant light — infinite space 
beautiful city 


Now white walls look tarnished 


palm trees sift for gold in the air 
find it lose it find it 


houses 
are burnt sugar cubes 
not yet dissolved in tea 


cars dark beads crowding 


the intersection stoplight 
an abacus 
some slide through 
others stay 
headlights on now 


cars are fencers, bright foils contending 


the whole town glitters 
at the end of day 


Don’t be in such a hurry 
you want to tell everyone 
some things are counted but some aren’t 
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OLD SONG 


W hen autumn leaves... 
Autumn leaves a song 


your face ringed with soft light 
I think of it 


in the tea cup 
light gold like warm sun 


a little green 
fragrant leaves 


warm and clear your eyes your voice 
as if all of you were here 
Memory savored but the cup is 
quickly empty 
afew drops a hand 
still slightly warm 
and then the leaves themselves 


tangled wet mass good for only flower beds 
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HARBOR, KEELUNG 


S pring night 
and the harbor cool windy dark 
freighters fishing boats 


ride in cat’s cradles of wobbly light 
in mercury tatters 


with smeared beads of blue deep orange 
electric green 


nodes of phosphorous ripple and leak 
outward to black oil 


other lights cables half ships 
half wharfs half tires 


fold down into the night 
there are water sounds near the pilings 
my skin tingles a little 


hearing them 


Where are they going these lights 
or those other ones down there 


But with the sea breeze picking up_ cold 
salt and diesel smelling 


you know they’re all going somewhere 
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SUMMER RAIN TAIPEI 


Misty after the rain late morning 


leaves dripping full of light 
summer and storms 
are curtained in from the sea 


Sweetness like a potpourri 
hangs in the park still 


flower tea air 


But more rain is coming 
smoky folds of clouds around the hills 


puddles splash traffic 
yellow cabs swish glistening 
umbrellas crowd and peck umbrellas 


at corners upside down buildings shine 
wavy with watery bright signs 
wedged through by wading carts 


But green shade is under the heavy wicker tree 
and quiet here now 
rhythmic dripping 
red brick colored mud with small green vines 
and a still white mist lingers 
off near the temple 


Zh 


SMALL PARK TAIPEI 


Trees overshadow the tiny park 
a circular courtyard 
paved with field stone broken in jagged pieces 
and cemented in a rough mosaic 


two stone benches 
are set at right angles to a third 


everything roughly hewn here 
makeshift 
but beautiful anyway 
rough thoughtful beauty 
dusty old 


Afternoon light 
is stark against 
the concrete wall across the street 
a new apartment house 


but here under the trees it is gold and soft 
bright clover shapes slide across the stones 
leaf shadows are like tiny masks laughing 
and shaking 
the tree branch above 
is a water serpent asleep in a green pool of light 
Autumn winds are beginning to come 
a typhoon two weeks ago 
usually there are old men here 


reading newspapers talking 
but not today 
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strange since it’s beautiful today 
yet old men are unpredictable 


When the breeze picks up 
the light shapes dance and toss 


veins dilate brighten 
scales flex black claws of twigs 
flailing 


a breathing bellows of sun-gold 
roars as the wind gusts stiffening through 


light-wings flashing for a second 


then everything is quiet 


on the floor the spots of light 
reveal a leopard or a fawn asleep 
although it is invisible 


The stones are like chunks of rubble 
dusty with the city’s grime 


crude hacked pieces of a jig saw 
that will not fit the trees’ diagrams 


veined with granuled rivers of cement 
they are like a map of some unknown region 
ancient forbidding 


Is there a great wall here as well 
is it this thin lip of cement 
along one uneven line of stones 


here where a red ant hurries 
its shadow thrown against some pale sand grains 


Parked motorcycles crowd the sidewalk opposite 
leaning the same way like toppled dominoes 
the afternoon traffic is getting heavier 
soon everyone will be getting out of work 


Beautiful city where times intersect 
where the powers are seen and not seen 
where at moments a god will touch down 
here or there 


what will become of you 
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UNDER THE RONG TREES 


A banyan tree of autumn rain 
has grown down over the city 


I stand here under one umbrella 
and several dark green rong trees 


they crowd each other 
and each is itself a crowd 
a bundle of trunks not one and all contending 
huge root systems range out 
smooth _ brutal looking 
like ropey striations of cooled lead 


dense beards of aerial roots hang downward 
twining in mid air 
dry twig-like strands 
twisted in a loose weave 
the ends hanging all undone 


I am hiding under 
a huge unfinished basket held upside down 


meanwhile outside the city has grown enormous 
and somehow hollow 


Misty nickel gray 
with faintly luminous white outlines 


grained somewhat fizzy 


it has receded as though beneath an emulsion 
and yet it seems so much louder 


a waterfall clamor above and all around 


a kind of frying sound 
a pounding effervescence 


something is being broken down 
something else is burgeoning 
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you can smell it in the air 


near the trees’ edge 
splinters of silver seven feet high bore down 
into the paving stones 
up in the tree a bucket pours steadily 
another one here another there 


further in near the trunks plumb lines of rain 
come down 
as though a roof were leaking 


but yet there is no roof 
the trees are not a dwelling but a sort of craft 
wind gusts blow through 


I breathe a cool spray from the sea of everywhere 


water droplets in a stuttering stream 
bat down heavily on my umbrella 
it becomes a rudder the wind wrestles me for 


even though it’s dry around me 
I feel somehow damp all over 
Suddenly I realize 
several people are here with me 


it’s as if we were a kind of fruit growing here 
first me and then a few others 
and sure enough as soon as I turn around 
there are already several more 


we are multiplying rapidly 
each with a ribbed and dome-like stem 
then layers of damp cloth 
and inside of this the pulp 
a strange elated feeling seems to be with us 
for a moment 
as though some knot had suddenly come undone 


how wet everything is 


looking out into the rain no one says anything 
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PALMS [Taipei] 


Patm trees sift and sieve the light 
huge blinds 
that yet block no one’s view 


they’re made 
of light and water earth and air 
and something else mysterious 


graceful in any weather 
and especially at evening 


when the gold 
slips through their ribbony fingers 


just as it does 


for poor street vendors 
here beneath them 
though their fingers are more tight 
if not more strong 


For palm trees are the profligates of light 
yet charmed and reigning ones 
somehow 


they wear a crown of light although askew 
However much they lose at dusk 
at dawn there’s always more 


and then still more 


Giving is not better it is all 
they seem to say 


we are just gateways to the greater view 
the whole sky 


full of floating blue sand bays 
and infinite magenta depths 


or else the huge subtropical night 


filled with heat lightning thunderheads 
and opal moons 
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IN THE TREES [Hsinchu] 


Under the wicker basket trees 
we walk among birth marks of shade 


tiger stripes of light and dark 
I bite your throat for a second 
it’s a joke of course 


sun motes thicken here 
sit down wait 
outside the dense loud traffic noise 


Arms and legs reach up_ reach out 
a girl’s crotch is spread wide open 
but leafy branches cover it 


another couple over there 
tangled with shadows 
set upside down in a green light 
see what she’s doing 


then a few walkers on the path 
talking distracted gone 
seeing nothing 


light fills the tree 
like water an aquarium 
green water 
or like thought the mind 
or is it dreams that fill the mind 
green and sun synapses 
arterial boughs a bird’s nest there 
it’s like a clot 


two birds alight the whole tree 
like a deep pool ripples 
they swim across its outer surface 
what is it that they’re looking for 
but what is everything looking for 
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you have an appointment soon 
(someone else?) 
no I don’t want to know 
don’t tell me 
you kiss me again again and again 
and then it’s time and we have to go 
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CHILDREN’S GAMES 


Under the trees in the park 
the rain is sifting tapping through 


cool shivers first breezes of autumn 
flowing in from the sea 


premonitions 
or as though some one had left a back door open 
in a green house 


there are tatters of white mist 
along the mountain’s face 
the crown not visible 


Grey cloud cover over all and moving cloud 
the light is flatter hard 


Cool rain and sudden gusts of wind 
the droplets strike here there 
sift through the nervous leaves of the bamboo 
children shouting running in the park 
heavier rain begins falling 
a summer feeling still 
sudden swath of light through the foliage 
which burns green a moment 
as though re-awakened 


Mothers _ older sisters 
come to herd the children in 
like herding cats but then in ragged amoebas 
they get them all knead them a bit 
amoebas become plankton 
wheels spikes and stars 


A push here pushthere gesture shout 
familiar yet strange forces 
pulse through the group unknown forces 


what childhood memories are made right now 
indelible 
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Eventually they get straight lines 
Rows hand-linked chains of contagion 


Light sieves are combed up the side of the 
mountain’s head 
white cloud rifts widen 


I notice suddenly the children are gone 


the park has a strange emptiness 
like an unused chess board 
or a drained swimming pool 


Mysterious shapes of rain 
wet the stones here and there 
no pattern 


but soon it will be really coming down 
we know this 


but we don’t know everything 


which season are we in _ it’s hard to tell 
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WINDY NIGHT 


August night so windy fresh and mild 
the air no longer stagnant 
and just slightly cool 


blowing 
but not yet too strong 


active searching steady and unsteady 
a stirring somewhere in the night 
a waking in the air 
hectic hypnotic breeze 
wind agitating 
the trees tossing 
constantly something unpredictable 


you feel it building toward toward what 


every pinpoint of the dark 
is tense 


the promise of the lightning strike 
the energy of separation 


A sound like pouring sand 
is in the trees 


atoms funelling through night’s hour glass 


leaves like little tickets 
are flashing pale gray 


A typhoon coming toward the south 
it will be there tonight they say 


but here we’ll only get a summer storm 
the trees 
will get their leaves all dusted off 
the night is opening a threshold but to what 


here in Taipei 
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WINTER DAY 


Misty envelopes from the sea 
holding a small dime of sun 


fog covers houses 
with a thin whitewash 
dark green of the metal railing 
is pewter 


silver yellow sun 
pokes knitting needles through 


sky becomes slowly 
then quickly blue 


buildings streets rice fields 
are complete again 


the whole white chemical tank stands clear 
a porcelain knob in its razor wire frame 


even the wire is visible and shines 
the gray macadam flood embankments 
along the river sparkle 
their stones are bright points 


jackets are not needed by midday 


blinds of the palm trees 
tobacco brown gold green 


are hard to look at in the light 
of a white blue January sky 
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SHUANGLIEN STATION [Taipei] 


Awakened at five in the morning 


by air raid siren fire the police 
no a car horn stuck 
no some one’s dog is no 


the Taoist temple down the street 


a loud ram’s horn trumpet sort of thing 
pointless to name or to describe 


and we are summoned by it but to what 


penetrating drill of sound 
pushed out into the morning 


purple sky 
indigo clouds pink orange winter dawn 


black green egg of leaves 
from which a street light is cracking 


buildings are cubes of ash 
lemon gray of security lights still on 
sickly vigilance 


a girl in a black skirt 
hurries across the street 
from the pink cellar entrance of the karaoke bar 
gets into a parked Mercedes 


traffic is quickening already 
and the earliest tai chi players 
are moving in the Shuanglien park 
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all these unchanged yet changed 


mere sound mere noise no utterance music 
neither of these 


stern imploring disruptive 
ungainly sound 


not dignified no trace of beauty in it 

not human and not animal not mechanical 
frightening startling 

sound of existence 


of mere being itself 
blowing from the world beyond being 
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WANDERER 


Mist air with rain points 
Very thin rain heavy thick white mist 
Gray air and 
off a little way group of pines tin colored scratchings in a milky solution 
the world is pearl now luminous opaque 
I could walk to the end 
Come back around to this spot 
Never see more than a little way ahead 


A little way to right or left a little way behind 


THE EXILE 


Embark one morning dark still 
Atrive in boat one evening sand bar leaves in water 
Freezing cold pulling the bow up 


Sunset in the river cannot talk to anyone 
cannot speak this language 


Stars come low over the trees 
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RETURN 


Autumn fields at evening full of fire 
others come toward me from the house 
Across ropes of smoke as though out of memory 


Asking who I am 


TRYST IN A FOREIGN CITY 


Ih brandy colored light 
In your room a screen of silver 

And then darkness and you near me 
Hair of incense smoke _ I seem to breathe in all of it 


so dizzy 
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KEELUNG 


Here in the unknown city 
and today the harbor is so bright 


gold crosshatching of sunlight across waves 
jade green water near a fishing boat’s water line 
painted black 
in need of a paint job 
nets the color of lead 
hang from a small boom of some kind 
think of the depths they go to 
think of what happens there 
terrible struggles concealed in everything 
out a ways the light is small sparks from a flint 
the water flat bright gray 
far out a fishing boat 
hangs in a net of sun glitter 
like a mosquito that can’t get through 
it is only after a while that you realize it is moving 
stuck zipper of the water’s dress 
the city skyline far off not really beautiful 
far beyond that 


high structures of thunderheads 
in the remote blue blue distance 


very vague like half erased outlines on a chalkboard 
unreal looking 
there will be a storm coming up 


maybe a typhoon but not for a while 
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AFTER A TYPHOON 


The typhoon now over 


the sky is clear again and the moon 
is beautiful when we look up just by chance 


flashing through the bridge’s cables as we drive along 
tattered yet whole on the small ripples of the lake 


stark over the dipping roofs of the memorial 
even though it’s so brightly lit 


the breeze is gentle again 
and we decide to get a beer at some outdoor café in Tien Mu 
Sitting there at wooden tables 


beneath apricot colored lanterns 
(they got them back out so fast) 


a green lime wedge in the neck of a pale gold Mexican beer 
(in the light it looks like brass) 
I play with a small Buddha a Mila Buddha as it’s called 
the jovial round belied, bare bellied Buddha of mercy 
patron of earthly as well as of heavenly joy 


or so it seems 
carved in an inexpensive small piece of jade 
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THE MOUNTAIN 


Heavy rain clouds 
flow through the mountain 


it has become porous 
like a sponge soaked in milk 


what makes it so big is what passes in and out 


patches of green bloom from it 
shapes of stone unfold here there 


we see the landscape as it emerges into being 


Sometimes the clouds get heavier 
full of a dense white mist 


and the mountain becomes more vague 


is it not almost weightless then 


a frayed fabric its print very indistinct 
in another moment it is entirely invisible 


and yet we still see it 
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RAINY MOUNTAIN 


Layers of heavy clouds pass over 
the mountain’s face 


gray rain is behind them 
and a thin transparent steam 


like someone pulling a shower curtain back 
to find a shower and someone taking it 


in this case it’s the mountain 
patches of it come out of the white 
and then slide back 
Is it moving there behind the curtain 
or maybe it’s striding along after the rain clouds themselves 
and these flow so fast escaping 
yet they can barely keep ahead of it 
as it grabs handfuls of them 
that come away in tatters 
these it flings off to this side or to that 
When will the final confrontation take place 
the immovable thing in pursuit 
the elusive and shapeless forced somehow 
to stand and fight 


It’s true the mist and rain hang on for days sometimes 


but then quite suddenly they disappear 
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light opens its jade jewel box in the mountain’s face dazzles it with 
mirror shine 


things become clear and definite again 
brighter quicker 


and the idea of what is good returns 
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A STEP TOWARD THEM 


Lunch time and walking down the Dun Hua South Road 
through the overpass with 
the metal sculpture of Don Quixote 
on his horse I think it is 


they are tearing up the street again 
dark brown workmen with no shirts 
a bare pipe gleams silvery metallic blue 
like a horsefly’s wings 
do they have horse flies in Taiwan 


two guys sit on the truck gate eating lunch 
from small white boxes 
near the Da Long court apartments 
a woman in an orchid pink skirt 
slit up the side hair half way down her back 
silver stiletto heels 
high sharp cheekbones and dark glasses 
and then gone 
behind the wrought iron electronic gate 


four yellow cabs in a knot on a small side street 
one blocking the way of the other three 
who are blocking each other 


a vendor with a blue cart making neiyo bing 
I would think it was too hot 
for cream-filled cakes 
to each his own 


down that street or lane as they’re all called 
night club signs in the mid day 
are like snuffed out candles 


the sun will kill you here 
I stop in at a Seven 11 for a bottle of water 
the bell rings loud as I cross the threshold 
the clerk is just as quick with his mei guon ling 
which means welcome 
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and a beautiful smile too 
straight white teeth broad face a flat nose 
copper skin very Taiwanese 
polite and shy young guy maybe twenty 


on the Ba De Road near Taiwan TV 
the stars of local television sit-coms and soap operas loom above the 
sidewalk 
smiling deities at the temple gate 


the blue hot sky burns 
the sun presses down 
a parking meter 
curves into the vaguely blue fishbowl 
of the taxi cab windshield 
as Iam opening the back seat door 


another smile and an amused nod 
at my foreigner’s Mandarin 
finally out of the sun 
and I’ve got in an English translation 
the poems of Jiao Tung to look at as we drive 


